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a.) Thane AS 
“WHAT FOR” AT WHITBY. 


“Poor Papa will remember his visit to Whitby for some considerable time, I think. Egged on by an appreciative and over enthusiastic townspeople, he 
got up some athletic sports for the benefit of the ‘Home for Decayed and Fruity Journalists,’ which he proposes founding on his return to Fleet Street. Some of 
the events were very attractive, but everyone looked forward with unusual interest to the Tug of War between some native fishermen and Pa’s team from London. 
The Whitbyites took the ‘meringue’ easily, and Pa, letting go the rope, fell, accidentally, of course, into the lap of an old lady doing her crochet work.’?—Toortsie. 


CAUGHT IN A TRAP. THE CONVIVIALS. 


—_— 


A DEBTOR'S prison, in the “good old_ times,” was a 
strangely managed place. Smollet describes the King’s 
Bench, in the Borough, as “a neat little town, consisting of 
one street, surrounded by a very high wall, including an 
open piece of ground, which may be termed a garden, where 
the prisoners take the air and amuse themselves with a 
variety of diversions. Except the entrance, where the turn- 
keys keep watch and ward, there is nothing in the place 
that looks like a gaol or wears the least colour of restraint. 
The street is crowded, Tradesmen of all kinds and hawkers 
of all sorts call and vend their wares as in any open street 
in London. There are butchers’ stands, chandlers’ shops, a 
surgery, a tap-house, well frequented, and a public kitchen, 
in which provisions are dressed for the prisoners gratis, at 
the expense of the publican, Here the voice of misery 
never complains, and, indeed, little else is to be heard but 
the sound of mirth and jollity.” 

In February, 1793, the Rev. Mr. Burgh, John Cummings, 
Esq., a captain in the army, Townley M‘Can, Esq.,a student 
of Jaw, James Davis and John Brown were convicted of a 
conspiracy to set fire to the King’s Bench Prison, The 
Attorney-General, in opening the case, “lamented that five 
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1. “Beginning to feel queer, and want to be put on 2.“ Have a ham sandwich and want to be put on 3. “As vou're afraid of getting drowned? Well, beted ee 1 ppirelal ath iNenilies PeceEetay he, stould, 
land?) Dear me! how awkward! we are quite four shore? Allright. Suppose you stand on this rock for T'm sorry [cannot permit you, until you promise to by Uheir folly and impruc Se ae \ ne S into such 
miles from the shore. Havea nice ham sandwich? a little while. There, that’s it! we will return soon, — allow me to marry your daughter, a privilege which an unfortunate situation. One Edward Webb, an informer, 
It's rather fat, Lknow. But, what's that, you wont"— What's that you say ?—you want to come aboard,"— you Lave hitherto refused.” The old man consents. called by the Crown, stated that he made the acquaintance 
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of the prisoners in the Bench, and was introduced into a society, 
called “The Convivials.” The proceedings, as sworn to by this 
witness, hardly appear to be of a convivial character. In subdued 
voices the prisoners denounced the tyrannical law that kept them 
there, and they swore they were determined to blow up the place 
with gunpowder, and then, they themselves being at liberty, would 
release all the prisoners in the Fleet, and would conclude the 
night's diversions by levelling the houses of Lords Thurlow and 
Keyon to the ground. 

Captain Cummings took the witness “to the end of the bake- 
house, and pointed out to hina place where the drain had been 
opened. He then described the force necessary to blow up the 
walls, and said he had studied the scheme upon his pillow.” He weut 


onto say that it would be necessary to havea box about ten inches 


wide and as many deep, and described the tubes that were to 
convey the fire to the box, which he said would coutain about fifty 
pounds’ weight of gunp »wder, and requested the witness to get the 
box made. The witness pointed out that the neighbouring bake- 


house and coffee room would bein danger, and their proprietor and | 


his family would be killed,on which the conspirators declared that 
it was a glorious plan, and it was no matter if they and a dozen 
more met their deaths, provided it procured the prisoners’ freedom. 

It was agreed that on the day the plot was to be put into execu- 
tion, M'Can and Brown were to have a sham fencing match fora 
large sum of money, so as to collect together, as much as possible 
out of harm's way all the prisoners at the time the train was fired, 
and thereby give them a chance of escape. The time fixed was a 
Sunday, about seven in the evening, when a number of stranzers 
would be in the prison, Captain Cummings had the sole man: 
ment of the explosion, and the parson said that the noise and con- 
fusion it would create would, 2 hoped, bring about a revolution 
in the country. i 

This tom-fool conspiracy was, however, discovered in time to 
save many lives, among others, probably, those of the plotters 
themselves, and the prisoners were each sentenced to three years 
imprisonment in different prisons, 
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* * * * * ° 
Whilst Billiam was reading the concluding lines, Alexaudry 
cautivusly produced a tin axe with a jagged edge. 


* * * 7 . * 
Later on the news reached his sorrowing mother that the Blue 
Eyed Budiet had been scalped. 
(Next week, “ Outlaws.” ) 


TO CORRESPON DENTS. 
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wae ber eaponeeny wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclope large enough to contain the 
contributiuns submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


It's a wonder, BERTIE AUSTIN, that you didn't come to grirf: 
(ts a risky thing to play with edged tools; We're very sorry, 
GLADYs, but you're not the first ta find How very soon a lover's 
ardour cools, All right, A SEASIDE READER, b-/ore the tour is 
wer The Eminent shall patronize your town; It's not the sort of 
action, JEM, that we should recommend ; It's cowardly ta kick him 
new he's down, COMPLETELY IN THE DARK had better lucidly 
erplain; We haven't got a notion what he means; A WORRIED 
Wire had better follow Mrs, Sloper's plan of sitting up and giving 
hubby “beans.” The sketches which you send us are unsuitable, 
Miss LEIGH— Fes, TAR, it helps to fraternize the nations ; We'd 
try and werk it out, A. YOUNG, but fear it would evolve A serics 
of distressing complications, The coin you send us, SAXON, 18 a 
common one, we think; Your writing is ulegible, F. Woop: Wed 
snsert your letter, DOCKER, but, as far as we can see, It wouldn't do 
your cause a bit of good, ee 
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ALYY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 384.—Ths “ Whitby Bathing " Costume. 


(Saturday, September 5, 1891. 


———s 


CoMMON sense is a great thing, and those girls who danced 
hardest in the latest pas de quatre ought to make their fortunes. 
They're all blue silk and—— very dreadful, indeed ; but I never 
yet knew a girl who made her fortune at the music hall ballet by 
wearing black worsteds with darns in them, although they are 
undoubtedly the best cold preventers. Besides, too, who ever 
heard of anyone airing herself as the Immortal Bunion-footed, 
short-step dancer? “Believe me,” says the prrat | pooomnne of 
the “Blue Pig,” “the shortest cut to theatrical fame is by the 
shortest frock.” *\° 


“Home RULE, fellow countrymen, is what we want,” shouted an 
enthusiastic Irish speaker, “and Home Rule is what we mean to 
have, Our nation has been too long oppressed, our people too 
jong downtrodden, The English Government has not one single 
reason for refusing to allow us to manage our own affairs, and the 
lew that it has are bad.” (Lvud cheers.) 

ss 


. 
OLD Smith is not a bad old sort, 
But hates old Brown like sin; 
Though that is nothing to the hate 
With which old Brown hates him. 


You ask us why these neighbours greet 
Each other's names with howls ; 
‘Tis soon explained—one gardens, 
And the other one keeps fowls. 
ss 
s 
NOTHING s0 pretty as to see a lively little tootsy-pootsy poppin 
a strawberry between her cherry lips, the darling! Galy: alien 
there's a small caterpillar that she chokes over, and she sneezes 
so that her hairpins fall into the cream, and chokes so that she 
bursts her waistband, and it nearly knocks your blooming eye out, 
and her stay-busk bursts with a report like a 100 tonuer, then if 
that girl don’t blush as red as a turkey fed on beetroot, why, I'll 
eat my “HALF-HoLIDAY” for breakfast and send the crumbs to 
the Zoo to feed the storks. ee 
a 


SCENE—Luditor's Sanctum in Office of Medical Paper, which 
shall be nameless, Enter Lureman, 

Foreman, Another column and a-half of matter wanted, sir— 
machine waiting. 

Editor (to Sub.), Have we got anything about that length? 

ud. (aftcr short search). No, 1 don't think so; all these articles 
are too Jong. 

Editor, Fhen, just knock off one denouncing cigarettes. 

.* 


WE have often heard it said that to-morrow never comes, but we 
never fully realized the fact until we were foolish enough to lend 
Shuffler a fiver on the strict understanding that he was to pay it 
back “ to-morrow.” ** 


“You do annoy me and put me out of temper, sometimes, Joe,” 
observed Mrs. Grumbleton ; “but still, if I had to live over again, 
I'd marry you just the same.” “I'll be hanged if you would!” 
teplied her spouse. o.* 


Lecturer, “The proper study of mankind is man.” 
Irreverent Medical Student (in the gallery). No, it isn't. It's 


| woman, ss 
» 


“IT AM sorry you want to leave, Jane,” said a mistress. “ What 
is your object in giving notice?” “Why, mum,” said Jane, “you 
sev, it's like this: Mary, next door, has jest give notice, and she's 
had three places in a twelvemonth, and | don't want her to outdo 
me like that, so, if you please, mun, I'll go at the month,” 


= 
DEBTs are curious things, 
I'll have you to know ; 
The more they're contracted 
The larger they grow! 
* 


“Ou, come to my bosom, my r stricken dove!” said she to 
him, for the world had been hard on him, and they had scvoped all 
his oof at Hurst Park ; but,when he rested his head on that soft, sky- 
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Pr Shee ape carpe Ponjee blouse, she a as be. paced fondly 

we 4 3 5 , S into his eyes you must eat onions, tell ‘em to boil ‘em a little { 

Ry Weekly Contents Bille wilt id ae pust-free to Newsagents ead more. 1 don’t want, though | ain't no particular new-laid egg at 

a on application, Fen my time of life, to be nursing a bloomin’ pickle factory.” | 

os . <s There is a young thing at Corunna, ag 
PARIS A STOUT PARTY. 


Li 
Smith. Hallo, Brown! know old Ghoulman, the coroner, don't 
vou? Well, he is going to be married to that vixenish old widow, 
Mrs. Shrewsbury. 


Who at dancing’s a regular stunner ; 
She'll bound and she'll prance, 


On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20° Centimes, or by Awful effect of too frequent in- 
And observe, “ In the dance 


special arrangement at our dnigence, by a man we know, in 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 


-— £150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current tsaue uf 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident. “ ALLY SLOPER’S HaLF-HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ang at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Ss 

“LooK here, you miserable old swindler,” thundered the irate 
creditor, “this ‘ere bill’s ten months old, it is; are you going to 
pay it,oram [ to County Conrt you, you rascally, thieving——' 
* Hush, hush,” broke in the Eminent, haughtily, “you forget the 


respect due to me, sir.” “1 don’t care what's due to “ide shouted” 


the now infuriated tradesman, “I only know what's 
and I bloomin’ well mean to ‘ave it.” 
Ld 
s 


ue to me, 


“Mr. LENTILCAKE is really paving me great attention,” re- 
marked a fair damsel to her bosom friend ; “he's growing awfully 
complimentary, too, He said the other night he thought [ had 
the most beautiful hair he had ever seen.” “Oh! I don't wonder 
at that,” responded the _B. F., spitefully, fixedly regarding her 
companion’s ringlets, “ He's bound toadmire your hair, dear. He's 
a vegetarian, you know, and simply dotes on carrots.” 

Ld 
THE swearing caused, ah! who can tell? 
By that infernal fad— 
The story that commences well 
And winds up as an “ad.” 
-* 


* 

Wife, Yes, baby is a dear little thing; but do you think he’s 
like John, ma?” 

Mother, Nota bit, my dear; he’s too good-looking, 

Were. Oh, mat But he’s such a trouble at night, you know! 
He wakes me up every morning between two and three, and I have 
to ze np to Jet him get into bed. 

Mother, Ah, then he is like John, 


* 

WE stood around his grave. We had often stood a round to him 
before. The spirit of the * Blue Pig” was on us. Even the water- 
rates shed a tear, and the mau in possession, who in the course of 
long years had helped to wear out the seat of the kitchen Windsor 


the pot that cheers and inebriates. 


Uncle. How red you are this morning, Lily ; what is the reason ? 

Lily, Oh, uncle, it's—er—er—the sun. 

but the next time you see the son, advise him to select a 
osculatory demonstrations, 


Unele, Undoubdted! 
less public spot for h 


4 


You don't often see such a uner.” 


Brown. Is he?’ Ha, ha! Well, it will be a great chants for 
him; he’s gat upon a good many people in his time. I am glad to 
fiud that there’s a chance of somebody sitting upon him. 

ss 


= 
“THERE'S only one thing, old man,” said Mr. Simple. “I ho 
my girl won't be so long adorning herself after we are married. 
“ You needn't be afraid, my boy,” remarked Mr. Biter. “ You don't 
bait your hook after you've caught your fish.” 
ss 


” 


s 
“T say, dad,” ejaculated young Sharpshins, “what breed is this 
big dog that Sara Bernhardt takes about everywhere with her?” 
“Why, a Mount St. Bernardt, of course,” replied the old man. 

ss 


s 
First Burglar (with Socialistic tendencies). ( say it’s a shame 
and a scandal that folks is allowed to accum'late thousands and 
millions of pounds, while others have to starve. 
Second Burglar (with Conservative proclivities), Well, | dunno, 
Bill. What would become of me and you if it wasn't so? 
ss 


s 
WHEN I saw my dear wife for the-first time, she Jeant from her 
casement window. She held a blush rose in her lily hand, and 
she sang, in a voice as sweet as the nightingale, “Oh, do not leave 
me, dearest love!” Very good. 1 saw her last night, and she 
said, as she shoved her night-capped chump out of window, “If 
you don't hurry up, you drunken brute, Ill help you upstairs with 

this blessed copper-stick, and——"’ The days of love are past. 
s* 


* 
Before.—* Hurrah |" he cried “ for the raging main ! 
How often have I pined 
For the breakers’ roar on a rocky shore 
And the howling, shrieking wind.” 


Ayter.— No, never again on the raging main 
Will I have the raging blast ; 
And, oh! sir, ain't I thankful just 
lam back on shore at last.” 
. * 


* 

IT was at Mrs, Swellington'’s “ At Home,” and the irrepressible 
Reedy Tenor was there inall his war paint. He had already given 
four ‘selections, and those of the guests who had managed tu 
survive the ordeal were in the last stnge of desperation, and it was 
almost a groan that ran round the room when it was announced 
that he would oblige again. Up he came, smiling, and burst into 
“T have sighed and suffered long, but have never told my grief. 
Then it was that the boldest man in the room rose, and with the 
remark, “ Yes, and that’s just what I've been doing for the last two 
hours, but I'm blowed if I'm going to suffer any longer,” fled 
wildly down the staizc ise. *.° 

“WELL, Maria,” said an elderly party, “and how's that young 


! 
eacd’ threes——" “Lor! can’t you take a bit o’ chaff, ALLY!” Mra. Ann Twirp, Oh, you've | it's bad form.”. “I know itis sir; and I'm | mind, my dear, ‘it is better to have loved and lost,’ says the poet, 


chair, was silent with grief. And then ws wrote hia epitaph: 2 man whom you are going to marry?” “Oh! haven't you ter 
* tere 5 : ast cg a ‘f " iJ 7 iy: . ¥ " + “ ; H iad} Dy i 
‘1 * Here let one SLOPER rest at ease, No more he'll suck ‘ Unsweet- “ Don't straddle over your lesson hike that, anewered Maria. “He left me and married another girl ! ever 
| said Mac, “ J.ong may the time be, old man, before that blazin’ | come home at last—in a pretty | surprised that a respectable school like this | ‘than never to have loved atail.’” “Oh! I didn’t lose much. 
beko of yours burns a hole through yer oak ulster lid.” state, too. doesn't provide better seats for its scholars.” | got £500 and damages for breach of promise. 


A} | 
sha a Oo. 


Saturday, September 5, 1891.] 
TOOTSIE AT THE LAND’S END. 


—_ 


HAVE you, dears, consulted Miss Nina Kennedy, the now world 
famed !11-pirationalist, as to your probable future ? If you haven't, 
do so at once. 
Everything so far 
that she told ine 
at Cowes has come 
true — everything, 
that is, with one 
exception, but | 
expect to meet 
HIM next week at 
Weston-super- 
Mare. Nina is as 
pretty as she is 
clever, and that is 
saying a good deal. 
Among the things 
she said was, “ Ve 
soon you will——”" 
But, then, ‘that's 
tellings. 

We are at Pen- 
zance. Do you 
know the western- 
most corner of wild 
Cornwall, — where 
the rnzged rocks 
and rugged miners 
and weather beaten 
fishermen abound? 
where over long 
districts the timber 
is only represented 
by the huge weird 
: looking beams and 
elbows of the mine shafts, and where the two seas that wash the 
coast in stormy weather rise mountains high before the howling 
winds?) At“The First and Last Inn in England” we had lunch, 
but we are staying at the “Queen's " at Penzance. 

_ We have also been to Portheurnow, where the Atlantic Telegraph 
is situated. It is a wild and lonely spot, with a grand sea and a 
beach composed of millions of billions of tiny shells. We spent 
2 pound or two wiring to some of our most popular mummers now 
mumming in the States to inquire how business was. The reply 
from all (they must have talked it over) was, “ Phenomenal. 
Crowds turnec pile nightly.” We sent back, “ No chance of a bit 
be paper, is there? or we would come across.’’ There was no 
nswer, 

A curious feature about Penzance is the shoe market held on 
Thursdays, when a great number of picturesquely and _peculiarly 
attired female fisherfolk come to town to get shod. The sizes, 
observed, ran a bit large. There are besides the odd looking Corn- 
wallers, | learn 
from the guide- 
book, many 
cairns, crom 
lechs and other 
ancient relics 
to be seen in 
the neighbour- 
hood. They are 
at present out 
of mermaids. 
Mermen also 
appear to have 
disappeared 
during the per- - 
iod when_ the 
Daily Tele- 
graph was run- 
ning the con- 
nundrum “Is 
marriage a fail- 
ure?” 

Some lovely 
trout may, by 
the wily angler, 
be landed at 
Lamorna Cove, 
which was 
where the 
Dooky Snooky 
was robbed, | 
whilst out pad- 
dling, of his The two mashers, 
shoes and 
socks. The—ky—ky, homeward bound with bare feet, and 
surrounded by a derisive crowd, was something to be avoided. 
He has since bought a pair at the shoe market, which turned 
out to be both lefts, but Bob won't lend him the price of another. 
And so, if we girls don’t subscribe, we shall have him limping 
about all the rest of the holiday like a lame duck. It's a painful 
sight, and we understand that nothing cheaper than two and 
hinepence can be bought. 

The Christopher Columbusian tourist visiting Penzance not 
unfrequently makes 9 voyage to Scilly, which is distant about forty 
miles. Real old world life may be found here, and the old fashioned 
inns are delightful. Pollock is the fish to catch, and Bob nearly 
caught one. 

Lob and Billy, I regret to say, have lately thought fit to affect a 
masher-like style of a cheap nature, partaking, perhaps, more of 
the sausage and mash and spoon refreshment young ladies at the 
railway buffet 
and the _ hotel 
bar. Lardi_ and 
I,who have been 
fae itnesses of 
their hopeless 
imbecility, have 
determined to 
treat them with 
the contempt 
they deserve. 

Afterall, there 
is but little diff- 
erence between 
a male man 
_thing and an 
yj organ grinder’s 
monkey, except 
that the monkey 
ix superior, A 
male man thing 
_ is frequently a 
2 most contempti- 
bie creature. It 
has, you may 
uave observed, 
dears, @ sort of 
put on side 
it loses its 
balance — over. 
It talks wine 
women and 
tobacco, and 
knows naught of any of these three great subjects. _ It is wholly 
devoid of taste, and without an opinion of its own. Tts habits are 
generally objectionable. and its aspect unsightly. [ hate all men, 
and T loathe Bob and Billy. So does Lardi. 


Shoeless and sockless, . 


Man's equal. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SHORT-SIGHTED ?—WELL, RATHER! 


I saw her wading in the sea; 
A man was seated near 

And gazing with admiring glance 
Upon that dainty dear. 

I turned away to hide a blush, 
lam a good young man ; 

1 hate to see men so behave, 
1 wonder how they can, 

I met a man | knew and told 
Him of this shocking sight ; 

He did not seem to mind at all, 
But ran with all his might 

To see if it were true, he said ; 
But soon he hastened back, 

And laughing so I really thought 
His very sides would crack, 

“You chukleheaded chump,” he cried; 
“ You must be nearly blind, 

The tart you said was paddling 
Is four years old, I find ; 

Whilst the wicked minded roué, 
Who is sitting on the rocks, 

Is her papa, whom she has left 
To mind her shoes and socks!" 


es 
THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER X. 
EDWARD II. 1307 to 1327. 


History says, “there is not much to tell of the reign of 
Edward I{., and hardly anything that is not bad.” He was weak 
and foolish. 

Said Ronceval de Sloper, “This man may be born toa throne, 
but he’s a born juazins all the same.” 

His father, Edward I., knew that he was fond of bad company, 
and made him promise before he died that he would give up De 
Sloper. But he winked the other eye. He took his “HALF- 
HOL1Day” regular when he came to the throne, That was about 
the only sensible thing he ever did do. 

Edward 11. was partial to his pals. But then, please to remem- 
ber, if a man lives in a palace, he must pal somewhere or the other. 
(Sunday papers take notice, this joke is copyright. We ride the 
high horse here—the chestnut horse.) 

One of Edward II.'s favourites, besides De Sloper, was Piers 
Gavestone. He was not related to Bears’ soap, nor yet the pier at 
Margate, nor anything of that sort of slog-dollar. 

When the King went away to France to get married, Piers 
Gavestone looked after England. He didn't look after closely, he 
looked after a long way. There was a civil war, and the barons 
cut off Piers’ head. They left De Sloper, alone though, ‘cos it was 
popalerty believed that he was off his head beg 

bert the Bruce, King of Scotland, licked Edward IT. at the 
battle of Bannockburn. Scotchmen often talk about this. The 
seldom talk about anything else when they've had three penn’ort 
and to spare. Edward I!. had another favourite. 1 don't mean 
that he did anyone in the eye over a Derby crack, but that he had 
another Piers Gavestone. His new split-soda sharer was Spencer. 
He was a cheerful creature, although not a writer on the comic 
press. The barons did not like this, so they took up arms, and 
there was a general row all round. The barons were in the habit 
of taking up arms when they were riled—of course, excepting 
De Sloper; he, as a rule, took up drinks. Eventually Isabella, the 
king’s old woman, missis, Dutch clock, or whatever you like, 
her unfortunate husband stone-jugged in Berkeley Castle. 

They murdered him—kings were often murdered in those days. 
It was a way they had. 

History is very sad. 

Let us shed a tear over the sad fate of Edward IJ.—with a little 
Trish in it, 


MAN'S DOUBLE HARNESS DRIVING LESSONS. 
(By Proressor Don JUAN, JUNIOR.) 
First Lesson, 

“A WIFE! a wife!" the madman cries, 
“T must possess home tule, and shall. 
You call me idiot—unwise— 
But call me what you like. old pal.” 
Result : the coming of a trap— 
The matrimonial trap for two. 
The marriage goes with no mishap, 
As marriage ceremonies do. 

The threshold pass’d, home rule at last! 
He, who can wait, ofttimes obtains. 
Away they go! the pace is fast ! , 

And he, for the moment, holds the reins, 


Second Lesson, 
But, lo! a woman lays a trap, 
And into it the madman roams ; 
And soon that Mae shuts with a snap, 
Leaving the fool to rule two homes. 
Home rule is his, and no mistake— 
Home ruled he as the trap arrives ! 
The best of it he'll have to make: ; 
Needs must, you know, when woman drives ! 


Third Lesson (the hardest of all). 
Another trap !—the Courts of Law! 
And counsel drives him to the wall. 
(He'd rather have the counsel draw ; 
He'd be less liable to fall !) 
A brother lodger of the house 
Stands plaintiff in the wretched case. 
The woman is that lodger's spouse ! 
Oh, what a terrible disgrace ! 
So profit by these lessons three ; 
‘orswear the traps where Cupid trains ; 
ware of shafts where Woman be! 
‘is she—oh, she /—who takes the reins! 


FORGING AHEAD. 


THERE are times, oh! there are times when we feel so happy 
and pleased and satisfied, that we wouldn't give twopence for the 
privilege of calling the Lord Mayor uncle, And our old heart 
warms as we read in an essay, sent by a (doubtless) beautiful girl 
graduate to the Health Congress, a stirring and poetic description 
of the manners in which the horny handed agriculturist “extracts 
the milk from the bosom of the cow!” This is indeed progress ! 


A DIFFERENT MATTER. 


“AnH, sir!” exclaimed the buxom landlady, “on this pane of 
glass” (indicating a portion of her coffee-room window), “the 
Great Dr. Johnson wrote his name and a couple of lines of poetry 
with a diamond ring.” 

“ Really?” ejaculated tourist No. 1. 

“1s it possible?” echoed tourist No. 2. 

“ Where—oh, where is it?" gushed a third. 

“Oh, Dr. Johnson be sugared !"" interrupted an irreverent gentle- 
man, as he removed the lower half of his face from a pewter. 
“What if he did?) Why, once I wrote my name—ah, and a verse 
of poetry too—on a train window going down to Brighton, I wrote 
it better than old Johnson—but J wasn't called a great man, and 
raved over! No blossoming error—l got fined forty bob at Lewes 
Police Court for defacin’ the comp'ny’s property !" 


oo 
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“DOSS HOUSE” DICK. 


THERE are _doss houses and doss houses, There's the Hotel 
Métropole in Northumberland Avenue, aud there's the fourpenny 
dossing den in ‘ 
Stonham's Kents, at 
Whitechapel. It i| } { 


was not underthe | | 1 J Qune 
roof of the former |) | ees ect 
temple of Mor- nee ne 
pers that a good §!=- SS 
ooking lad of ae ) \\ 
ahout sixteen, at- | ; a NI 
tired, asa fashion |; a 


journal would put 
it, in a costume of 
rage and tatters, 
profusely orna- 
mented with dirt, 
sat on a two and 
a-half legged stool 
by a patched win- 
dow, eating a 
flight of door- 
bid while an 
“elderly gentle- 
man,” apparently =~ 
the boes of the = ‘))))))!' 
establishment, 
stood by chatting, 
pufting a short ‘un 
and expectorating 
by turns, 
ni Had ay anc 

ick?" ( Puffing.) 

“Had a y 
what?” 

“ Bloomin’ luck.” 

“Jist ‘aven't I, tho’! Shouldn't be himployed on this ‘ere chew- 
ing ee if I ‘adn't, should 1?" 

“What shade might it 'ave been—brown, white or yeller?" 

“Never you worry about the shade on it, mister ; it’s enough to 
cover to-night’s doss, and a dogs or two arter that, anyway—and 
that’s all as you'll get from me.” 


+ 


we 


“ Had any luck, Dick ?” 


* * * *. . * 

Barnaby Billabout, theatrical manager, was a tolerably even 
tempered man, and could put up with a good deal of chaff, but he 
objected to having his loose cash taken away from him without 
peevesely being let into the joke, and it was his aversion to this 
ittle annoyance that prompted him, subsequent to being unlaw- 
fully relieved of ¢hirty-seven shillings whilst walking from his 
theatre to the club, to call at Bow Street police-station and leave 
them, for registration, as accurate a description of the thief as the 
sudden nature of the robbery would allow him to remember. 
“That's 
the worst 
of these 
chaps— 
they won't 
stop to 
have their 
photos 
taken,” as 
Karnaby 
observed 
to the ine 
=pector on 
duty. 

“Fancy 
I know 
where the 
young 
gentleman 
we want 
dosses,” 
said a 
plain 
clothed 
peeler, 
putting a 
pair of 
“brace- 
lets” in his 
tail pocket 
with the 
airofa 
long estab- 
lished 
member of the uniformed section. “Will you come along with 
me?” and he led the way towards Whitechapel, Barnaby Billabout 
keeping a little in the rear. 


“That's the chap!” 


* * * * * . 

“Want to look hover my wisitors’ list, do yer?” said the hotel- 
keeper of Stonham’s Rents, casting a surly eye at the boots of the 
Bow Street 'tec., who stood at the door of the doss house with the 
prosecuting theatrical manager. 

“Tf pated no objection,” politely answered the intruder. 

“Alli the same if 1 had,” muttered the other. 

The ‘tec. entered, followed by Barnaby. Tresently, after a keen 
inspection of the physiognomy and general material structure of 
some half-dozen dossers, they came up to Dick. 

“That's the chap!” cried Barnaby ; “I'll take my ——” 

“Pardon me, Mr. Billabout,” interrupted “ Dick.” speaking now 
more in the manner and tone of the visitor to a Northumberland 
Avenue doss house—“ pardon me, but I'in not achap. My name is 
Dorothy Dun- 
court. You 
ond Lccalvs ¢ 

n 

Val in’ Bloud 
and Thunder— 
that I wasn't 
suited to the 
character — and 
I was determin- 
ed to show you 
l was, I've de- 
ceived all the 
people here; 
the ‘boss,’ as | 
can see by the 
astonishment 
on his face now, 
thought I was 
‘one of ‘em.’ 
So, do you 
think 1 could 
play the vaga- 

ond now’? 
Will) you «n- 
gage me?” 

“IT guess the 
part’s yours,” 
was the mana- 
ger’s only reply, 
as he trans- 
ferred his over- 
coat to the 
shoulders of Miss Dorothy Duneourt, and sent he: home ina cab 

“Miss Dunconrt’s Vagabond Val is the truest bit ol acing in the 
play. —Lertract from the * Daily Telephone. 


dent her heme in @ cab, 


“Gool gracions, I shall become a perfect shadow 
with frizit if I stay much longer in the country!" \ 


“Oh, dear! oh, dear! what is this curions sensation 
that steals o'er me? Can it be love? No, no! it must 
be —-steward! steward!" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


RATHER HOT. 
(Young men of the dau wear startling blazers at watering places now.) 
He, Don't you think my get up fetching ¢ 
She, Oh, George, why, you louk like a white nigger. | 


6° Miss Sloper will be delijhted to receive photographs from those 
uy her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


No, 198,—Miss NinA KENNEDY. 
“ Although she told my fortune, I dared not tell my love.” 


— The Dook Snook. 
“Thrice happy be the man on whom she smiles.” 


—Lord Rob. 
“If pity be akin to love, pray, Nina, pity me!” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


(1), Piper Tamsin. the Precentor, who has “come into siller,” lately actually suggested an 
organ in the Kirk, and when his shocking proposal was received with horror, the creature 


actually snapped his fingers on the Session and danced out. 


(Saturday, September 5, 1891. 


“Tdoso much want to be a waitress at the 
Germaneries, dear, but that horrid pa of mine 
objects, He says it would be undignified for 
an Earl's dangiiter to act in sucha capacity. 
Shame, isn’t it?" — Extract from Letter of 
Young Lady, 


=3, 


“And this,” said John Tussand, removing it from the case of Napoleon relics, 
“is the toothbrush he used all through his numerons campaizos, and while in exile 
at St. Helena.” “Indeed,” said A, SLO . “permit me.” And, taking the relio 
from the hand of the great grandson of Madame Tussaud, he was about to polish up 
his bicuspids and other odds and ends that adorned his smiling mouth, when Mr, 
‘Tussaud snatched it from his grasp and replaced it in the case. The interview being 
now concluded.—([Uh, this is fo much—at least, not enough, Should have full report 
of interview. If press were not waiting, MS. would be returned for revision.— Eb.) 
“ Now, my dear sir,” said A. SLOPER, “I should like your opinion of a little coliec- 
tion of waxworks I am compiling at Mildew Court. Come, a hansom will run us 
over in two twos.” Graciously allowing Mr, Tussaud to settle with the cabman, tne 
Eminent led the way into his exhibition.——(1). “* Here,” said he, “is the figure of my 
wife as Queen Catherine. For grace and correctness of outline I rather fancy it out- 


THE KIRK PSALMODY. 
iy 


hauled Piper Tamsin in. 


Flder rushed from the Kirk, shouting, “It’s nearly as bad a3 an organ!" and 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._JOHN TUSSAUD, Esq. 


rivals your Mra, Siddons, Note the dramatic fire in the heye."——(2), “The modern 
Burke ani Hare. Burke is represented by young William Higgins, and the other,usa 
matter of course, by the heir to the Mildew estates—I allude to my first-born, male.” 
—-(3). “Ah! you are admiring that portrait model of myself.”” For Mr, Tussaud 
was standing transfixed before an effigy of the F.O.M. “That is not by my own 
land; it was constructed by the aforesaid youths on November Sth last.” “That 
spider suspended from the nose,” remarked Mr. Tussaud, “is to give the idea that you 
are in the throes of delirium tremens, I suppose? A right subject for the Chamber 
of Horrors.” “ Dear me, no! The insect 1s genuine—the fact is, we haven't dusted 
the tizures lately."——(4), “This is my daughter as Joan of Arc, as she appeared at 
the T.R. Frivolity."——(5), © And this, Marat about to enter the bath. My friend the 
Hon. Billy stood for him, Now, business, business, What price the lot as they 


stand ¢" Mr, Tussaud suddenly remembered he had a pressing appointment. 


(2), The Laird volunteered to raise the tune next Sabbath morn, when the (3).“ Sing, ye deevil, sing! * shrieked the Elder,and the Precentor 


raised a tune that could be heard for miles. 
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Walk up, walk up, walk up!" Hi, hi, hi! come and see the seven wonders of the world— | that you saysh—a goose, my dear? You must be once reelf, ‘tis clvar :”—A Lot of bluster, heaps of ; 
wonders of the Work did [ say ?—yes; and wonders of any other world, too. Patronized b bounce, But of truce pluck they'd not an ounce :—The jury seemed quite all at case, Beeause they ni 
crowned heads, ladies and gentlemen, Be in time!—Our friends across the silvery stream, To | could not get their Jces i—Bridget declines to lend her clothes, Su for her hair young Susan goes.— \y: 
English folks more friendly seem :—The lawyers, grumbling, say that they Can not carn cointo | The bleary eyed, pumpkin nosed wreck of Shoe Lane has been at his old games again, trying to ? 
pay their way :—Three men, on stolen whisky tight, Were quite incapable of flight :—* Whash | palm otf a counterfeit article forthe realone, But it was no go.— 1 IIE SLOPERIAN SHOW MAN, 
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OUR UMPIRE. 


Poor fellow! he had always hated cricket, and only promised to 1 
undertake the unthankful office of umpire under protest; and to y 
think that the very first ball that was hit should have served Lim in 
such a manner! No fecrustice inthe work! will now induce Piffkin 

< to go even within half a mile of a cricket pitch. 


THE HOLIDAY SEASON. 3 
“Hallo, young gentleman, how is it you're not at school ? Where's 
your mother and father?” “Oh, they're at the seaside. This‘ere 
crossing's feyther's, and I'm minding it till he comes back.” 


% | a 
A \ Ny 
| a 
: ft lak ‘ AFTER THE FAIR. ' 
&®. Young Turnuptop. My dear Mr. Giglamps—er—as you are awah, 
° “Ware Roy. Can you spare a poor boy twopence, my lord? (No answer.) Weigh ns out a stiver, cap- T've been after your daughter er—now a matter of “er—— 
This gentleman is declaring in forcible Saxon that he has—had— tain, (Noanswer.) Aiu't yer worth a ‘apeuny,guv'ner? (Noanswer.) Then, give usa light, Mr, Giglamps. M'yes, you've heen after her so long, young man, 
QUOIT enough of this —— —— game. mate, that somebody else has heen befure you. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


CHIEFLY through the instrumentality of A. SLOPER, Esq., and 

4 few other notabilities, the reception accorded the ofticers of the 

French fleet, on their 

recent visit to Ports- 

mouth, was one of 

extreme warmth and 

affability. Hand 

grasped hand in true 

grip of friendship, 

and “ Unsweetened ” 

tlowed as freely and 

rapidly as water over 

a fall,  Flirtations 

were, of course, fre- 

quent, and many a 

feminine heart 

mourned the depar- 

ture of the “ foreign 

invaders,” for the 

French sailors, with 

their never failing 

politeness, had most 

certainly — endeared 

themselves to En- 

ylish loveliness. The 

only being, perhaps, 

whose cup of happi- 

ness was not exactly 

brimming during the 

festivities which sur- 

rounded the French 

fleet's visit to these shores was A, SLOPER. Somehow or another, 

he had got the idea into his head that the French sailors would be 

escorted by their wives, sisters and pretty cousins. The disappoint- 

ment, when he found out such was not the case, was great; and it 

was only by frequent imbibing of “Unsweetened” that he was 
enabled to come smiling up to the scratch, 

** 


s 
Tom Fancourt, F.O.S., is singing a song at the Music Halls, 

entitled, “Sloper's had his Hair Cut.” Rather a difficult’ matter, 
we should say, The chorus runs :— 

“What cher, Brown? Good old Brown! 

Glad to see you back again in London Town, 

You can hear them shouting out, as I wander up and down, 

SLOPER'S had his hair cut, and so has Joseph Brown!" 
We know A, SLOPER well enough in these parts, but who the deuce 
is Joseph Brown? + * 


A CONTEMPORARY publishes an article, entitled, “ How to gaina 
Woman's Love.” We haven't read it, and we do not intend to, 
because we are not in want of in- 
struction, Bless you! there's no 
sort of difliculty about it what- 
ever—vou want unlimited credit at 
a good tailor'’s, a good supply of 
coucert and theatre tickets, evough 
ready ooftish to satisfy the girl's 
craving for cream ices, and sufficient 
assurance tu lie like truth about 
your prospects, and so induce her to 

elieve that she’s made a good catch 
—and there you are, don't you know, 


* 

ON Saturday, August 22nd, A. SLO- 
PER was much in evidence at the 
Alfresco Fete given by the Ist Essex 
Artillery Volunteers. The Fabric 
had asked casually that it might be 
called an Ally-fresco Féte, but the 
Committee objected on the score 
that it savoured too much of an 
ndvertisement for the “ HALF 'UN.” 
Chalk one for the Committee, please, 
Marker. *,* 

THE Bald Headed Beadle of Shoe 
Lane has been pleased to confer the 
“ Sloper Award of Merit” upon Miss 
ALMA STANLEY, because she takes 
the “ Shrewsbury.” _A girlish blush 
suffused the Blue Eyed Chicken's ; 
face, as he innocently asked, “ Do you think, feyther, if I called on 
Alma, she would honour me with her company at a winkle tea at 
Greenwich?” And, once again, Love's young dream was nipped 
in the bud, *,* 


Ir is not often that we hear of a mutiny among snakes, but 
recently there has been one at Liverpool. A consignment of three 
hundred of these reptiles was recently sent from America, two hun- 
dred and fifty only of which reached England alive. It seems that 
these snakes, not a SANE HONS Se by-the-way, irritated by the 
length of their voyage, encs in coftin-shaped boxes, literally 
refused to leave the ship, although they permitted themselves to be 
shaken from their boxes ; and it was both an interesting and a funny 
sight to see snakes, some twelve feet in Jength, curling themselves 
round chair and table legs, and obstinately resisting all attemps to 
ores them from the places taken up by them, A tug of war was 
nothing to it, and it was only after several hours’ exertion, during 
which sume of the larger snakes swallowed their smaller brethren, 
that the keepers could claim the victory. 


s 
THE Daly Company of Comedians, with whose talents we are so 
well acquainted, will, in a few nights’ time, again resume their 
tenancy of the Ly- 
ceum Theatre, and, 
doubtless, the wel- 
come which they 
will receive from 
London _playgoers 
will be as hearty 
and sincere as on 
any previous occa- 
sion, Itisastonish- 
ing what a hold the 
Daly Comedians 
have upon our sym- 
pathies, and the 
Tush to see the 
popular members 
of the caste in the 
enactment of some 
of those mirthpro- 
voking comedies, of 
which, perhaps, A 
Night Off is a capi- 
tal example, will 
be undoubtedly as 
great as ever. 
Charming Ada Re- 
han is still a mem- 
ber of the company. 
us also are James 
Lewis, Mrs, Gilbert 
and John Drew, so 
the company has in no way deteriorated as far as talent is con- 
cerned, The season lasts ten weeks only, so those who wish to 
book seats for any particular performance had best see about. it as 
8o0n as possible. 


Pretty little Ada Blance—was she not once known as “ Little 
Addie” ?—is going to be a “ principal boy " at the forthcoming re- 
opening of the Gaiety, In the 
hew edition of Joan of Are, with 
which the theatre opens ina few 
nights, Ada is to apes “Tal- 
bot, Earl of Shrewsbury.” Ally, 
who, as our readers must by this 
time be well aware, has ever been 
agreat admirer of loveliness, 
will certainly be there to see, 


J 

HENRY PETTITT, side by side 
in a cabriolet with Harry 
Nicholls was a pleasing sight at 
the Inniskillings’ Tournament, 
at Preston Park, a short time 
back. The rush they made for 
“The Old Ship” after the show was over 
was not for drinks, but to gather material 
from the Bo'’sun for A Sailor's Knot. 
In justice to both author, actor and 
Bo’sun, this should be made public with 
as little delay as possible. 


. 

THE other day, Alexandry, with his 
nose flattened against a newsagent’s win- 
dow, gazed for some moments in aston- 
ishment at a double pave engraving 
published in Black and White, which 
was supposed to represent the Dramatists 
of to-day. At last the youthful playgoer 
observed to a Peeler who was standing by, 
“Theartist whodone that picture couldn't 
have known much about the Drama, or he wouldn't have left mv 
feyther out.” And while the Peeler silently removed his handcuff 
to wipe his nose, Alec wended carelessly on his way. 


= 
THE members composing the committee of the Alexandra Park 
Trotting Club really deserve tl.c utmost praise for the able manner 
in which they perform their work. The difficulties with which 
they have to contend are many, and it is therefore all the morg to 


suaded to run trains to the Park more frequently, less 
would be used and more people see the first race, 


* 

Goop Old Paul Meritt is still at Ben Rhydding doing the Water 
Cure. He's go jolly pleased with the results, that he wants ALLY 
to join him in starting a Hydropathic Establishment near the 
Strand. SLOPER says, before signing any agreement, he wants to 
know who's going to provide the towels when Paul dips. 


language 


a 
A. SLOPER is not particularly penrnes in matters agricultural, 
and it must be confessed that he feels considerably more at home 
ina Fleet Street pot house 
than in fields of waving 
corn, but he nevertheless has 
little fear of contradiction 
in making the assertion that 
owing to the sadly incle- 
ment or abominably wet— 
whichever you prefer—wea- 
ther, the harvest has been 
anything but a good one, 
Although the Eminent can- 
not be said to be particu- 
larly energetic with the 
sickle, he is all there at the 
Harvest Home, and the 
amount of cider he manages 
to consume at these festivals 
has caused the hair of many 
arustic to positively curl 
with amazement. Yes, the 
unfortunate farmers are not 
the only people who have 
had a lot o' wet this harvest 
time. ee 
. 

THE gay and frolicsome 
tourist, when in Rotterdam, 
should be sure to call in at 
“The Ally Sloper Arms,” 106 
Boompjes, just opened by 
Mr. George EK. URBEN, who 
claims to be the only 
Englishman in the town who has a “pub.” Fortunate Mr. Urb-n! 
As soon as the Eminent has got through his Seaside Crawl, and, 
preparatory to starting on his Voyage round the World, he intends 
Tunning over to sample the lubricating oils and to confer the 
“Sloper Warrant” on the landlord. “If evera man on this earth 
knew how to kill_ two birds with one stone, its you, feyther,’ 
warbled the Blue Eyed Potboy.. « 

s 


THE Friend of Man has presented Mr. FORREST NIVEN, of 
poy eda with a “Medal.” in recognition of the extraordinary 
number of Bicycle Races he has won while dressed in the garb of 
the Moth Eaten Fabric. “I'm blowed if | ever see such a Record 
afore, feyther !” quoth the Cerulean Orbed Cyclist. “There must be 
some singular power or charm in them left-off bags of yourn.” 
Mainly, for Alexandry's sake, we draw a curtain on the subsequent 
proceedings. es 
s 


WHAT has come over the Daily Telegraph? 18 it growing 
childish and feeble in its old age? For the last two or three weeks 
it has been tilling two or three 
columns of its space daily with 
letters of the most trashy and 
absurd nature on matters apper- 
taining to children. According to 
some of these enlightened (?) and 
undoubtedly clever (in their own 
estimation) people, the children 
of the present day are degener- 
ating, our sons being very little 
better than idiots, and our 
daughters simply dolls, without 
either heart, brain, or spirit. 
this be true, what must be said of 
our parents ?—very little, we are 
afraid. Children, with very few 
exceptions, take after their 
parents in most things; and any 
particular vice, very pronounced 
in the child, must have been fur 
more prominent in the anthors of 
their being. «» ¢ 

2 


CAPTAIN FRED CoLLins and 
his son, Fred, junr.,are both on 
the warpath, preparing the pre- 
rramme for the Fifth Annual 
Srighton and Hove Watermen’s 
Regatta, which is to come off on 
Thursday, September 10th. The 
list of patrons and subscribers is 
an imposing one, and, amongst 
other distinguished names, may be found that of the Mildewed 
Littérateur who conducts this worn out Journal, ’Twill be a 
festive gathering, and the welkin will ring pretty freely ! 


(Saturday, September 5, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THK WEEK ENDING SEPTEMBER 12th, 1891. 
= 

6th September, 1838.—Mr. Cahill, of Whiskey Hall, shot, 
to-day, at Cragg Wood, county Limerick, three wild cats of 
monstrous size. These strange animals attacked the wood-ranger 
a few days ago, who narrowly escaped with his life, and so dis- 
figured were his features,and so complete'y exhausted was he, that 
his family did not, for a considerable time, recognize him on being 
brought home. In size, those wild cats were much larger than any 
terrier. 

7th Ecptember, 1838.—An Essex paper, of this date, says : 
“ A corresponuent was travelling on the Lincoln mail,and when at 
Falkenham, a small wicker basket, mounted for convenience on a 
broom, was hoisted to the coachman by an old lady, who emerged 
from one of the wayside cottages. On the top was sewn a piece of 
paper, on which was written, but not with a crow quill, small and 
neat, ‘To her Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria, Defender of England 
and Ireland, London, or elsewhere.’ Curiosity was, of course, 
awakened, and a few little pokes at the basket lid displayed to the 
passengers a beautiful little tortoiseshell cat, reposing on a piece of 
muslin, and with a quantity of bread by her side, in case she took 
it into her head to be hungry before she reached the halls of 
Royalty.” 

8th September, 1886.—This morning, Miss Alice Chandos, 
the Cleopatra in Zurned Up, running at the Comedy Theatre, 
having folded, wrapped and addressed a copy of “ ALLY SLOPER,” 
ready for mailing to Miss Dora Stuart in New York,asked a young 
niece to give her 2 postage stamp from the bureau drawer. While 
doing so, the child took upasmall Sharp's revolver, which suddenly 
exploded. The bullet, after passing through the paper, which Miss 
Chandos held in her hand, struck her breast-pin, but, having lost 
most of its velocity and force in perforating “ ALLY SLOPER,” did 
ho injury to the young actress, and very little, if any, to the pin. 


Oth September, 1841.—The oldest yew-tree in England 
grew in Cowhurst Churchyard. It was mentioned by Aubry, in the 
reign of Charles I., as then measuring ten yards in circumference 
ata height of five feet from the ground. It is said,on the authority 


; of Augustin Pyramus de Candolle, the Swiss botanist, who died 


‘ : | is day, t 
their credit that the last three meetings have been so successful. | this diy, £0 be 


If the traftic manager of the Great Northern Railway can be per- | 


1,450 years old. Its circumference, a few years ago, 
was about thirty-three feet. In 1820, this old tree was hollowed 
out, and a cannon-ball was found in the centre. A door had been 
made to the inside of the tree, where seats were to be had for 
twelve persons comfortably. 


10th September, 1845.—An inquiry into the state of the 
Andover Union Workhouse closed this day, directing that an 
indictment be preferred against the master and mistress, It was 
shown in evidence that the miserable inmates, through want of 
food, were in the habit of gnawing at the decayed bones which 
they were sent to break for manure. 


11th September, 1816.—One of J. T. Smith's portraits of 
“Mendicant Wanderers through the Streets of London,” bearing 
this date, is that of a fellow who sat at Charing Cross and Hyde 
Park Corner making chains out of a piece of ash. In front of him 
lay his walking-stick and crutch. His chains he did not care to 
sell. He protested that he was no beggar. “ True it was, indeed, 
that his hat was on the ground, and if people would put money iu 
it, it was not for him to turn it out.” 


12th September, 1642. — Cinq- Mars, the favourite of 
Louis XII1., was this day executed at Lyon, along with De Thou 
on a charge of conspiracy. Both Cinq-Mars and De Thou behavec 
with great courage, though the decapitation of the latter was 
accomplished in a most bungling and repulsive manner, the proper 
executioner having broken his leg a few days before, and his place 
being supplied by a novice to the business, who was rewarded with 
a hundred crowns for his work. 


THE MAIDEN'S LAMENT. 
Break, break, break 
On thy cold, grey stones, O sea! 
But, oh, for the presence of just cre man 
To come and make love to me' 


‘Tis well for everyone, 
For everyone but me. 
Oh, to be anywhere under the sur 
Except by the tiresome sea ! 
Break, break, break 
On thy cold, grey stones, O ser! 
I'd give my fortune for just one man 
To come and make love to mey 
—Tennyson revised and brought up to date. 


, 


WATCHING. 

A DEAR, good old chappie who lives in the classic fastnesses of 
Rall’s Pond, was expecting the bailiffs last week. He sent his 
wife to her mother’s, locked up the house and awaited results. 
When at last the minions of the County Court ¢id arrive, they were 
completely battled for a time. Last Monday the Johnnie was 
somewhat surprised when a Tyne Main coal cart drew up at the 
door, and the aristocrat in charge thereof insisted upon leaving two 
sacks, Our sportsman wasn't quite certain that his better half. 
how basking in the sun at Margate, hadn't ordered them, so he 
decided on “chaneing it,” and, opening the front door, welcomed 
the first sack warmly, It was no sooner propped up against the 
wall, however, than it opened, and the head of one of the three- 
and-sixpence-per-diem-merchants, or gents-in-possession, popped 
out. 
“Ha, ha! ’ he laughed, brushing the coal-dust off his upper epi- 
dermis, “this is proof, ain't it? Weil, mister , here I am, 
yer see; and, you bet, { don't move!” : 

“I'll bet,” replied the baftled householder. “Here, Glutton "— 
and a huge bulldog came bounding in—“just see this gentleman 
don't move; I've an appointment at Doncaster.” 

* * 


* » * * 
When the police, hearing strange sounds, broke into the house 
a week later, they found both the man and the dog powerful hun- 
gry, though uP to that time the dog had hardly thought it worth 
i 


while eating the fullow—raw, at anyrate, 


ns 


THE AVENGER. 

DEviovs, ay, and subtle. are the ways of the small British boru 
boy. And by the birch of our forefathers the Sevenoaks small boy 
stands head and shoulders above his brethren. For it is but a few 
days ago that the master of a small hotel there bade his friends to 
a banquet, and the savoury soup steamed on the kitchen stove, ai 
the delicious aroma of Irish stew sent forth its grateful odour. 
That small boy saw it. and pronounced it good, But when, some 
minutes after the rendering of this verdict, he was clumped over 
the head and sent to bed, into his infinitesimal soul crept thoughts 
of dire and sudden vengeance. In the shake of a tamb's caudal 
appendage the silent kitchen was invaded by a small white robed 
figure that sneaked in at the back door, And lo! when the guests 
were seated and the blow-out spread, that hospitable dining room 
sent up a smell that would have paralyzed a gas works, with a 
gerann foundry on top of it. For with the soup the avenger had 

Tended a quart of Scrubb's Ammonia; in the bosom of the apple- 
pie reposed the benzoline lamp; the stew of Ireland trickled hkea 
channel around an island of Aspinall’s Stove Enamel, and 4 
thousand red gentles stormed a fortress of blanemange, And the 
small boy, lying on his humble pallet up in the attic bedroom, 
when he heard the execrations from below, hugged himself in glew 
and turned to the fourth chapter of Zhe Bloodstained Bandits ¢ 
Bungholearia, 
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Saturday, September 5, 1891.) 
BACHELORS BEWARE! 


[A syndicate has been formed to take up cases for breach of promise, etc., 
brouglit by ladies against well known and wealthy men.) 


O, SUSCEPTIBLE 
gents, who mash 
(Especially if 
you've cash), 
We pray you take 
careful heed, 
And this warning 
with wisdom read. 
Be cautious, when- 
e’er you flirt, 
What vows unto 
Her you assert ; 
For, if you should 
change yourmind, 
In a fix you your- 
self may find ; 


“Heres a chance my dea, 


Now ler me mea who 


here money tremble’ 


For, for damsels 
sweet andsmart, 
Who suffer from 
“broken heart,” 
They've started a 


syndicate, 
Which doth but 


indicate 
Zney van to nake men “ part.” 
This syndicate they'd fain run 
Is a rather peculiar one ; 
‘Twill take up each grieved “ pet's " case, 


Providing of oof there's a trace. 

Sq, take heed (as you all should do) 
When your heart bids you go and woo, 
Be sure you're of constant mind, 

Or yourself ina fix you'll find. 

For, for damsels sweet and smart, etc. 


MY LITUL HOUTIN’. 
(A ROMANCE OF SOURHEND.) 

“Iv isa grate shame of peeple as dosn't kno nothink of domestik 
life to say that servants is well treted. Look ‘ow i've bin served. 
Larst weak missis come to me suddin like, an’ sez, ‘ Mary '—she 
allways caled me Mary, tho’ my naime is propperly Francis 
Bianche, which is, I think, bad taiste of ‘er, and shows bad breed- 
in’—‘ Mary,’ sez she, ‘yore marster and me is a-goin’ to the seeside 
for a weak, and we shall leeve you in charge.’ That was al she sez 
No orferin’ to taik me with ‘em; not even tellin me wear thy was 
orf 2—me as ‘as : 
served ‘em faithful 
for nigh on 
mumfhs, ‘Very 
good, mum,’ I ar- 
nsers, ‘ortily, and, 
not wishin’ to let 
‘er see ‘ow ‘urt I 
feal at there lak of 
konfedence, ‘very 
good.’ And, arfter 
lookin’ up all the 
drarers and kup- 
pords, away they 
oes inakab., Then 
I dos wot I cal a 
marstor stroke of 
dipplowmassy. l 
‘ails the perlease- 
man on our beet 
and opens my ‘art 
to ‘im, [ tells ‘im 
of mi lone pursi- 
shun, and ‘ow the 
‘ouse mite be broke 
into and me left 
welterin’ in mi 
young gore; and ‘e 
intelliguntly recug- 
nises mi danger, and prommisse: to keap a heagle eye on mi saifty 
and 2 kum 2 as many meels as ‘e kann, wych ‘e does, and relates 
most ‘arrowin’ tails of the merderes and desspearardoes 'e ‘ad traked 
to there lares, and also about a gang of desprit ruffyuns who broke: 
into a ‘ouse and killed the survent whose marster and missus was 
awai like mine, Then one day ’e surgests I shud go down to South- 
end with ‘im for the day, and I shily connsents, and manages to 
tind a kea to fit missus's wordrobe and surleckts the best of wot 
ehe ‘ad left behind, wich, [ fancy, I looked as laidylike in as er 
any day; and Robert, 'e looked quite the gent 2, in ‘is unoffisial 
kostume. We ‘ad a most evingly day by wot Robert, who is a bit 
rowmantick, calls the safhire C, except, p'r'aps, wen we went hout 
in the yot. and even that giv us a happytite for our srimp T. It 
was in runnin’ to the staishum that a most unfortionaite thing 
"apened—we rushes full tilt inter the arms of marster and missis. 
And marster harsks what the L i want down there; and missis, she 
set up a-cryin’ and larffin’ at the same time; wile Robert, ‘e 'ooks 
it and jist ceches the larst trane and crooly leaves me to mi faite. 
Then marster,’e goes up fust thing in the mornin’ and comes down 
ag’in, and sez as the ‘ouse ‘as been robbed from top 2 botomm. 
And then thy saks me andi only ‘ope Robert will git the saime. And 
all 4 just takin’ 1 daise rest from the dreery merknotterny of mi 
cgzistense. And yet they say survints is well treeted.” 

—_——_o————— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 10.—MAUDIE TRAVERS. 

MAUDIE'S fair as the flowera in June— 
Zenny one say she isn’t? 

Maudie’s bright as the sun at noon— 
Zenny one say she isn’t? 

Maudie’s pure as the eylphs that fly 

Yo and fro in the azure sky, 

And whoso wants 2 smack i’ th’ eye 
Zouly to say she isn't! 


Maudie’s form is with grace replete— 
Zenny one say it isn’t? 

Maudie’s kiss is the nectar sweet— 
Zenny one say it isn't? 

Maudie’s voice, so divinely low, 

Is strong to banish or pain or woe, 

And whoso would taste my blucher’s toe 
Zouly to say it isn't! 


Maudie’s affection is all my own— 
Zenny one say it isn’t? 

Maudie is living for me alone— 
Zenny one say she isn’t? 

Mandie’s a-going my bride to be, 

And any bold youth, who desires with me 

To indulge in a jolly good round or three, 
Zonly to say she isn’t ! 

es 


SUITED. 

“OH, you mustn't mind Mr, Smiler,” 
snid Mrs. Smiler to visitor who has 
“dropped in” in the midst of 2 domestic 
Ps cyclone, “he's got a fit of bad temper.” 

So I see,” returned the visitor, after inspecting Mr. Smiler, who 
looked as thongh he was qualifying for a portrait in the “ Newgate 
Calendar,” “and very well it seems to fit him. Good evening.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


+> 


TIDLEY House, BRIGHTON, Auyust 19th, 1891. 
My Dear ALLY,—As a Sloperite, 1 venture to say that my 
friends used to call me “The Mechanical Corpse.” They said that 
one look at me was quite sufficient to justify that appellation. At 
last | grew desperate and crawled tothe West Pier to take a suicidal 
header. I was about to jump over when | saw the “ HALF-HOLI- 
DAY" on a seat—somebody had left it there—so, picking it up, | 
was confronted with your carbuncied beak. Thanks tothe warmth 
of that brobdingnagian member, the avalanche of despair which had 
threatened to overwhelm me melted away like drippmg ina frying 
pan, Fearing that the owner of the paper would return | hurried 
home with it, That night my heart was as light as the proverbial 
feather, Next morning | pushed the teapot aside, and drank 
“ Unsweetened" for breakfast. [ cannot yet boast of such a gin- 
formed boko as yours, but am happy to say that the Sloper-like 
sprouts and blossom are ail there. As the gentleman writing a pill 
testimonial invariably remarks, “ You are at liberty to make what 

use you like of this letter.” Excuse me, yours abruptly, 
JIM NEWMAN. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 77.—HE ABBREVIATES, 


PERSPIRING, into the “Sloper’s Arms” 
Rushed the Essence of Hokey Pokey, 

And, wholly ignoring the barmaid’s charms, 
To the barmaid hastily spoke he: 

“ Place in a bottle a quart of gin, 
And place the price to my debit !” 

’Twas done; and as fast as acab could spin, 
Did the Founder of Temperance keb it 

To a temperance hall, where he'd got to spout 
In the Temperance cause; fur SLOPER 

Has been lately renowned as an out-and-out 
And a thoroughbred Baud-of-Hoper ! 


Up on the platform rose Orator Puff, 

And he placed on the table near him 
A bottle of watery looking stuff. 

And, oh! how the crowd did cheer him 
As he blithered and blared in Sloperian vein 

On the horrors of booze; and his throttle 
Ever and often, and ever again, 

He greased with the stuff in the bottle. 
But, just as he'd into “nineteenthly " got, 
oP bang on the floor fell SLOPER, 
Doubled up ina iy that was realiy NOT 

Quite the cheese for a Band-of-Hoper ! 


At the Rechabite’s bottle, the chairman sniffed, 
And well might that sniff alarm him ! 
And he cried to the audience, “ Lift—oh ! lift— 
This Scum of the Earth—dodblarm him !— 
Lift him back home with your hobnailed boots, 
And shake him well by the throttle, 

For the vile hypocritical darned galoot's 
Been a-guzzling gin from a bottle!” 

So said, so acted. And, late that nicht, 
{un the “Sloper Arms,” sat SLOPER, 

The wreck of a Wreck, the belaboured blight 
Of a beautiful Band-of-Hoper! 


And he moaned to the barmaid, “ Come hercsh, my dearsh, 
Il wantsh yer ter pleash take notish 

That you've ruinsh a hopeful an’ brizht careersh, 
For I'm goinsh to cutsh m’ throatish ! 

This evensh, when I came rollinsh in, 
Ina devilsh of hurry, my dearsh,—hic ! 

You oughter a’ knownsh that | used word “GIN” 
As contraction of GIN-ger-beersh,—hic ! 

But the Bottlefoe's Bard, who was sitting near, 
Said, “Slay not yourself, sweet SLOPER ! 

in my coming ‘ Vagary’ I'll make it clear 

That your hasty abridgment of ‘ ginger-beer’ 

Was unhappily lost on this damsel dear, 
And—that still you're a Band-of-Hoper!!" 


——_o————— 


A CROPPER. 


Ir was his first visit to “her people's,” and, under the circum- 
stances, he really ought to have been more careful. 

“ D'you play, Mr. Bloobumper?” asked her mamma, as she pulled 
the music stool out. 

What should he do? Certainly he used to vamp a bit in the old 
days ; then, again, few people really can distinguish good music, 
whilst everyone is conscious of a desire to please, so he chanced it. 
But when he had had the right hand candle removed, in order to 

ut a whisky and soda there instead, and then, in a blind fore- 
[ngered flourish over the treble end with one hand, had knocked 
the said whisky and soda all over the ivories and subjacent carpet, 
and finally fallen over the stool in a wild attempt to jerk out a 
chord in C as an accompaniment to his high pitching of that great 
patriotic ballad, “ You Sha'n't Blow Your Nose on the Flag,” he 
suddenly became aware of the fact that a very muscular man 
servant was hurrying him down the carriage drive, and that all 


was “off” for ever. 
eo 


A MOTHER'S LAMENT. 


WHEN he left his home, ten years ago, 
Handsome and tall and fair, 

He knelt at my feet as | wept with woe, 
And he uttered a solemn prayer. 

“Sweet mother,” he said, and he dried my tears, 
“1 would rather, before we part, 

Lie dead in your arms than, in after years, 
Bring a pang of shame to your heart. 

If I'm doomed to cause you one bitter tear, 
Or to cast o'er your dear grey head 

One shadow of sorrow, then, now and here 


May Providence strike me dead’ 


Despite my sadness, I almost smiled 
In that pitiful parting time, 

Smiled at the thought that my darling child 
Couid be possibly prone to crime ! 

But to-day, though my son is as dear to me, 
I keep asking, with burning breath, 

Why, why did not Providence hear his plea, 
And smite him with instant death? 

“Tf living, my life is to vield disgrace, 
Heaven grant I may die!” he said: 

But Hearen granted hin life: and, in three days space, 
He must hang by the neck till dead! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Why is Mr. Denny, of the “Savoy,” a@ most popular actor ?—- 
Becausce he has become an J/ol to all who see him. 

MASKELYNE and Cooke are names that have long been attached 
together. SLOPER finds with sorrow that his cook is attuched to 
a “maskelyne’’—meat purveyor. 

IN addition to eating fish instead of meat, the children of Israel 
oucht to drink cocoa instead of tea on a Fry-day. 

SLOPER has been aeked to write an essay on “ Woman-kind.” 
The poor man says he has far more experience of “ woman-unkind.” 

THE best time for a trip to the Scilly Islands—The S(c)illy 
Season. Yew bet. 

IF forty-nine square vards make a perch of Trish land, how many 
aquare yards are there in the Irish Lane Purch-es? 

THE MAIN DRAIN—SLOPER'S throttle. 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE CORSAIRS’ BRIDE; 
OR, THE CRUISE OF THE “JEMIMA JANE.” 


(A TALE OF THE RAGING Maly.) 
eas 


CHAPTER ILl.—( Continued. ) 

But when he retired to his cabin, he was quieter and more silent 
than was his wont. The sound of his voice was never heard above 
the paket? plank of the piano shipped for Mrs, Spit- 
tire’s use. It might be that music hed charms to soothe 
the savage breast. 

Mrs. Spitfire rarely came on deck but when the weather 
was particularly tine, and 
for the first three months 
she had never appeared 
on deck when the cere- 
monies incidental to a 
capture were being com- 
pleted. She appeared to 
have qualms of con- 
science in a matter of 
that sort. She believ.! 
in having her dres<«- 
cored, but in an archi- 
tectural rather than u 
se os sense. 

One jay. however, 
when a ship had been 
captured she did appear. 
The vessel had suc- 
cumbed in an easy way. 
There had been no blood- 
shed. The captain of the 
captured vessel had not 
been trained in cutlass 
exercises, and the flag 
had been lowered with- 
out the customary three- 
up-and-one-down clash 
of steel which pirates 
who know their business 
affect. 

Mrs, Spittire’s reasons for coming on deck at the close of thi- 
engagement were locked in the recesses of her bosom, but the 
reader ought to know them, As Mrs, Spitfire had glanced from 
one of the portholes in her boudoir, she had observed a petticoat 
NaHstoe over the taffrail of the other ship. She immediately 
stepped on deck to observe that there was no nonsense. 

There was nonsense, Captain Spitfire was talking in an interested 
manner to a lady who was evidently the other captain's wife. He 
had even his arm round the lady's waist, 

“Spittire!" remarked Mrs. Spitfire, in a severe tone, while ao 
frown darkened her lofty forehead. 

“My love,” said Spitfire. “It is all right. She was about to faint.” 

“Tt is no business of yours,” said Mrs, Spitfire. 

“Quite so,” said Spitfire, meekly. 

“Madam, will you ask him to spare our lives?" moaned the 
stranger lady. 

“Certainly not,” 

said Mrs. Spitfire. 
“TL never interfere 
in business mat- 
ters.” 
“You shall have 
all our money and 
whatever you 
choose to take 
from the cargo,” 
eaid the despairing 
captain, 

Mrs. Spitfire 
shook her head. 
‘ and Captain Spit- 
\ tire roared to “ get 

‘that plank 
shipped up there 
for'ard.” 

“On my knees I 
ask you to inter- 
cede for us,” said 
the stranger lady, 
casting herself at 
the feet of the 
Juno-like form of 
Mrs. Spitfire.” 

“No; I will not 
speak one word,” 
was the reply. 

“Ha! then I 
Hold 1" she cried. shall die and take 

asecret with me!” 
said the lady, as she rose to her feet and defiantly looked with 
scorn upon the pirate’s wife. 

“A secret? Pooh!” said the latter. 

“ Ay, a secret—a secret that you might give worlds to know," she 
replied, as she eyed Mra. Spitfire, contemptuously. 

“Pooh! Let the proceedings commence,” said Mrs. Spitfire, 
glaring at her husband, who seemed reluctant. 

The captain of the stranger vessel was led to the end of the 
plank, preparatory to stepping into the atmosphere, when the voice 
of the lady was again heard. 

“Hold!” she cried. “ Know that if a single life is lost, and if we 
are not allowed to depart peaceably, your peace of mind will be for 
ever gone. That dress you have on is four monthe behind the 
fashion. Concealed on board that vessel, ina place known only 
to myself, there are thirteen of 
last month’s fashion plates 
and the catalogues of three 
drapers’ cheap clearing sales, 
If there is bloodshed, and we 
are not allowed to depart at 
once, these plates and catal- 
o:ues will never more be seen, 
Choose.” 

“ Are the plates coloured?” 

“They are?” 

“It is a bargain. Spitfire, 
liberate these people, See that 
she carries out her protise. 
You are perfectly safe, madam. 
You have the word of honour 
of a lady.” 

The cynical cook smilel‘a 
smole of triumph and mutter- 
ed, © She ts mine!” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Mrs. SPITFIRE waz not 
happy as a Corsair's bride. 
The life was undoubtedly more 
stirring than that she had en- 
joyed on board the merchant 
vessel, but, as she looked back, 
she was compelled to admit 
that her present life had also 
its disadvantages. The very 
aivantages of her present life ; 
carried with them the matter for discontent which stung her. 

(To he continued next week.) 


There was neurense, 


“ She ts mine.” 
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HIS. TRUE cCoO'.OoURS. 


HE GOT THE WORD. 
He, One worl, only one little word, to make me the 
happiest man alive. 
She. Brute! 


man living, We must be pardoned i 
ion to the fact that M. Jacques i 
| 


f 


“In air, on earth, in sea, sweet things there be, 
Rayther! You bet!” 


Kose, Al, oh, horrors! NO CLOTHES ! —The Hon. Billy (amorously inclined.) 


—————ee 


faster, Rose, Whoever is 
t Mother, Why. 
et vahonr, Kose, But he 
vo rewarded 


“OUR CHILDREN’S MANNERS.” 


. like so 
within t 
y¥ for saying that during th 
s half starved sparrow w the only things in the shape 
1 that passed his lips, Finding that he could subsist su 
without nourishment, the idea entered our hero's head to 
his peculiar talent to pecuniary advantage; but before 
he decided tu still further test his fasting powers by 
fora month at a cheap boarding-house in the neigh- 
of Bloomsbury; and, having successfully passed 


period of the siege 


throwsh this severe ordeal, was at once engaged by the Aquarium 
nounagement fora forty-two day: he successfully com- 
ple sat present emleavouring to subsist on air for a 


peric ys, and we have little doubt but that he will 
come out with flying colours and a big appetite. Chiefly because 
he’s the Champion Faster, our hero was created F.O.8., and the 
‘Sloper Award Merit’ presented to him August 23rd, 1890,” 
Dehrett Improved. 


AT PORTSMOUTH. 

Furst Ladu, Tut, apres tout, ma chére, why did the French, 
after having shaken the Russian Bear's paw, come to pat the 
British Lion's t ? 

Second Lata, Vrenech-ship, eh¢rie, friendship, voila tout. 


(1). To the Editor of “SLorER’s HALF-HOLIDAY.” DEAR MR. SLOPER,— What his nose.—(4). And packed his bed full of brambles and bones and coke and.things, 
those Daily Televraph folks mean by saying that children’s manners is not what they in case he overslept himself, he said.—(5). But the most amusing of his pranks, we 
was beats me, Take my little Halfred for instance: a more engaging little darling thought, was the really artistic * booby trap” which he rigged up on the landing out- 
never hved. Only the other day, when Uncle Benjamin come to see us, the trouble side uncles door, He then raised an alarm of fire, and the way the harmless little 
that boy took to amuse the old crab was amazing.——(2). First, when we offered him | ruse took effect was really most entertaining.—(6). However, the crusty old wretch 
a cup of tea, our little rogue pulled his chair away, an@ grabbed him by the hair at wouldn't see the fun. He made the most disagreeable remarks about poor little 
the same time, to prevent him falling,as he said. it e right off in his hand, I Halfred, and left the next day ina huff. Iam sure the only drawback to my child's 
thought I should have died. But, there, old Bea ser coll stand a joke.-——{(3). | manners lays in the want of appreciation on the part of his elders, for he is as good 


Then the little pet tied a string across the old gent’s bedroom door just the height of | as gold. Ad INbiGdaANT BUT IMPARTIAL MAMMA, 
DANCING GIRLS. CHILDREN’S EARS. “DUCKY, PET.” 


THE NOBLE ART. 
‘Lie devo and the winner of a recent prize fight. 


Professor Birchier snecessfully and effectually demonstrates 
the cause and advantage of large aural appendages in the rising 


Sad result of high pressure upen Oliver Cromwell's eliusir. 


Poor Warmfull’s lat wddition ty his collection. Old Stouthoy No. 10. generation. The demonstration is very warmly received by all 1, “4 
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